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"Go warily, I pray,
If ye would wish to live ; For the heart of a saint is stone
That can neither forget nor forgive. Alas! we are beggars all.
This mandate is no game. Our lot to whine and cringe and pine
And to eat the bread of shame."
Then Smudge, the crooked man,
Whose back was bent like a bow, Cried, " Behold I I have a plan
To ease our bitter woe. We will build us a funeral bier,
And on it will lay the lute, The zaringa, the drum, and the cymbals,
The trumpet and the flute."
" Poor fool 1" said the Dream of Desire.
"His sorrow has turned his brain." "Not so, not so," cried the crooked man,
" 'Tis a worthy plan and sane, By the palace wall the bier
We will carry, the while we weep. Our cries of despair will rend the air
With lamentation deep.
" At noon the Emperor looks
From his window in the gate, His people to see and audience give
To every small and great.